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BUNNYNAPPING 

Chapter | - Fun at the customs clearing zone 

lm so relieved to get back home," James said and gave a deep sigh. "This tour has sucked me dry. Totally. | 
swear that | won't touch a guitar for the rest of my life. And Im so in fear of every microphone in sight 
nearby! | can't sing for years, l'm totally hoarse .. Its awful .. AWFUL! I'm so exhausted" 


He ruffled his long blond hair and gave another deep sigh, hanging his head in desperation. 


Jason, who stood beside James in the short queue in front of the VIP's customs clearing zone of San 


Francisco's airport, just smiled. Then he lovingly patted James‘ shoulder. 


It was always the same, and Jason was used to it. After having finished a tour, James used to complain 


endlessly about his miserable fate as the singer and rhythm guitarist of METALLICA 

"You don't look exhausted, James. As usual, | have the pleasure to add. To the contrary. You are as good 
looking as ever, and extremely sexy, by the way," Jason whispered. He didn't want to get overheard by the two 
famous actors behind them, who had got on everybody's nerves during the flight. "I can't wait to get home!" 
James immediately turned his head and gave Jason a seducing smile 

"Oohhh," he breathed in lust. "Lets enter the shower .." 

"After we have welcomed the bunnies, of course," Jason gave back without mercy. 

James gave a groan 

"You are such a cruel fucker!" 


Jason just grinned. 


Lars and Kirk stood in front of them, and Lars greedily grabbed Kirk's ass the very same moment he got sure 
that they both weren't looked at. Then, Kirk giggled and sometimes he gave a low moan. 


Jason shook his head and sighed. 


Fortunately, James usually stopped complaining the very moment he and Jason had reached their house. 
Mostly, James immediately entered their studio in the basement of their house, just to check his guitars 
there, while Jason had to care about his and James‘ luggage and to unpack it. 


After they had welcomed their longing bunnies, of course. This could take one or two hours, because the 


bunnies always insisted in an immediate and extensive cuddling and stroking session. Then they wanted to get 


treaties. A lot of them. And after that they wanted to get stroked again. 


And after THIS Jason had to care about the dirty and not so good smelling laundry inside his and James’ 
luggage after they had done a tour, his four bunnies hopping around him, lovingly adoring their master. James 


usually managed to get himself invisible for hours. His bunny, too. 


"What the fuck is going on?" James asked in self-pity, now, ruffling his blond mane once again. "These security 
guys are doing their job extra slow. On purpose! And just to torture us .. | suppose that these fuckers don't 
like METALLICA, so they want to get us miserable on purpose. I'm sure about this, and we should sue them. 


And I'm pretty sure that Lars also thinks about suing these security guys because they make us feel 
miserable on purpose .. | really think that .." 


Jason rolled his eyes, then he patted James‘ shoulder once more to calm down his lover. 


"We are waiting for passing the customs clearing zone for just exactly five minutes now," he told James. "Of 
course, | hope that the security guys don't have in mind to tyrannize us, too. Especially not because we are 
METALLICA. Don't be ridiculous! But we can be happy if they won't think about an examination of our luggage .. 
May | remind you of all those useless souvenirs, and those overly expensive clothes and shoes you have 
bought .. Not to mention the both unbelievably expensive wristwatches from Switzerland. Nothing of the stuff 


is duty-free, as you know very well. The customs guys will get you busted without mercy in no time." 


"Oh, come on. None of those fuckers ever has searched our luggage since years," James said. "They even won't 


touch it. The guys are harmless." 
Jason shook his head in disbelief and groaned. 
"You are as naive as a slimy worm. | really can't believe it." 


"Aww, there will be no control," James answered, smiling at Jason. "Don't worry! We are too smart for them, 
really. And if they want to have a closer look at our luggage, we will tell them that our poor lonesome bunnies 


are longing for us, so we have to get home as fast as possible." 


Again, Jason smiled as he thought of James' and his bunnies. There was "Jamie Bunny", James‘ beloved bunny, 
and Jasor's four bunries, named Wilbur, Agatha, Sweetie and Alfred. 


While they had been on tour, several bunny-sitters cared about James‘ and Jason's beloved bunnies. But for 


the bunnies it wasn't the same. 


Now, Lars and Kirk had passed the customs clearance zone without problems. But Jason was sure that it had 
happened because Kirk had started to whine miserably right in time, and to tell Lars weakly but loudly, that his 
migraine would get worse every minute, also, that his blood pressure must be much too low because he felt 


like collapsing all of sudden. 


Lars managed to look worried in alarm. He firmly grabbed Kirk's arm, as if he wanted to keep the poor lead 


guitarist on his feet, and patted Kirk's shoulder with his free hand. 


"Kirk, you could lay down on those seats over there behind the clearing zone after we have passed it, until you 
feel a little better. | will control your blood pressure and your blood sugar after you have laid down, and if 
these parameters are too low, we will ask for medical help by the paramedics and physicians of the airport, 
because | don't want you to collapse, AGAIN. You already collapsed in Tokio and in Frankfurt .. It's always the 
same with you getting your awful migraine during these extremely long flights! I'm pretty sure that you 
haven't drunk enough water during the flight .. | have bought a large bottle of water in the duty-free shop 


for you, also some sweets to get up your blood sugar as fast as possible. You haven't eaten enough, too, 
because you had to throw up whenever you had a look at the meals you got served. We all felt so sorry for 
you, and | nearly can stand it any longer to see you in such a poor state .. Let me take over your luggage and 
your much too heavy guitar's gig bag .. Its weight will get you to collapse even worse. Besides, you might get 
another one of your awfully expensive guitars smashed into small pieces, as you have done in Tokio and in 
Frankfurt. And may | remind you at the guitars you have ruined in Kopenhagen, Amsterdam and Paris just 
seven month ago .. Also, | absolutely don't want you to get unconscious AGAIN, and .." 


The customs officers in duty had got pale as they had to listen to Lars‘ lament about poor Kirk's migraine and 
his too low blood pressure and blood sugar. They hastily waved at them to pass the clearance zone as fast as 


possible, and Lars thanked them multiple times, dragging Kirk with him. 


"| really can't believe it," James murmured in low tone while Jason bit his lips to keep himself from grinning. "I 


better should collapse on the spot, too." 
"Ssshhh," Jason hissed at him. 


His heartbeat had got faster but he urgently hoped to get waved at by the officers, to quickly pass the 


customms clearing zone, too. James tried to look completely harmless and innocent. 


But he was very well known as an aggressively acting Heavy Metal singer and rhythm guitarist, and he was 


too tall and muscular to look like a whiney weakling. 
One of the customs officers, who looked very grim now, gave them a brief sign that couldn't got mistaken. 


"Gentlemen, would you please so nice to follow these both customs officers over there, taking your luggage 


with you? Thank you very much!" 


Jason got furious 
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Chapter 2 - Jason got furious 


At first there wos silence. 
A deep and dangerous silence. 
Between James and Jason. 


James tried hard to make himself as invisible as possible, and to give no sound, or to move in any way, while 
he motionlessly stared down at his sweaty fingers in his lap. He urgently wanted to disintegrate on the spot. 


Every minute he shot Jason a look out of the corners of his eyes without moving his head. He had to swallow 


hard numerous times as soundless as he could manage, and he felt uncomfortable more and more. 


Jason didn't stop tapping the fingers of his left hand on his thigh while he looked out of the window. There was 
no doubt that he was fuming. 


They both sat on the backseat of Lars' dark blue Mercedes limousine. 


The limousine had waited for them at the VIP's parking area of the airport. Lars had tipped the parking lot 
attendant very generously, after the poor guy had done his very best to stow away most of their luggage 
into the trunk of the Mercedes. The rest of the multiple suitcases and several guitars got transported in 


another car by two of METALLICA'S bodyguards. 


Lars sat behind the steering wheel of his limousine, clearly pleased with himself and in best mood, looking very 
relaxed. He chatted with Kirk about the tour they had done, the nice flight, the beautiful weather and, of 


course, about his and Kirk's cute thirty-five bunnies, waiting for them at home. 
Kirk secretly had castrated his and Lars‘ bunnies one after the other, after he had learnt how to do so by 
their vet, because Lars naively wondered more and more about all those babies the bunnies used to produce 


every month .. Just because they wanted "to cuddle" a little. 


Kirk also was in very good mood, smiling and laughing happily. 


No sign of the migraine he had pretended to badly suffer from while waiting at the customs clearing zone of 
the airport! Also, he didn't whine about his too low blood pressure and blood sugar any longer, exactly since 


the very same moment he and Lars' had been out of sight of the customs officers. 


James urgently wanted to kill these both idiots. He felt as if he would be soaked by cold sweat, and he nearly 


couldn't stand the dangerous silence between him and Jason any longer. 


"| am pretty NOT amused," Jason finally said after a long while, breaking the awful silence, his tone low and icy. 
"To be precise, I'm SLIGHTLY upset" 


He didn't look at James. 
"| felt extremely blamed because of you. Not to mention that you have blamed yourself completely.” 
James hung his head, swallowing hard. His mouth was dry. 


"| am sorry," he managed to croak hoarsely. "| am so sorry. | know that | have done pretty wrong, and | want 


to apologize .." 


"I'm absolutely not interested in your miserable apology," Jason icily told him. "Your behavior has been 


inexcusable. And let me tell you that l'm very annoyed. You will have to pay for this! 
James gulped once more and gave a weak croak. 


"The customs officers really should have arrested you on the spot! It must have been clear to them that you 
are a notorious criminal, and what's worse, that | am a criminal, too, just because they found the both fucking 
expensive watches from Switzerland what you have smuggled inside MY luggage without telling me, not to 
mention those ancient and original artifacts you have bought in Greece without my knowledge, and which you 


have tried to hide inside my dirty laundry .. Inside MY suitcase!" 


"Uh .. I know that | did wrong," James qguiltily murmured. "I am so sorry .. But | didn't think about .. And those 
artifacts from Greece were inside our .. uh, your luggage, because Kirk asked me to do so .. He said that his 


suitcases are too stuffed .." 


"Since when do you follow Kirk's orders?” Jason hissed at James. "You're just a brainless imbecile, who hasn't 
thought of ANYTHING what would get caused by your insane intention to smuggle all this extremely expensive 
stuff through the customs clearing zone without declaring anything. AND by trying to hide the most fucking 
expensive shit inside my suitcases .. To be precise, you have stuffed these fucking wristwatches into my dirty 
socks, what made me look like an idiot, too. You have caused a major disaster, as you know very well, and | 


urgently wanted to drop dead right in front of all those customs officers as they found all this not-declared 


stuff of yours inside my own luggage. What a disaster!" 
James hung his head even more to get his face covered by his long blond mane. 
‘lm so sorry ..' 


"Shut upl" Jason hissed. "Kirk and you exactly knew that the customs officers from Greece could have 
arrested you on the spot. They usually throw criminals, who are stupid enough to try to smuggle their fucking 
cultural stuff out of their country, into one of their shabby and overly packed prisons without any hearing .. 
Luckily, there isn't any kind of death penalty, as far as I'm informed” 


"But | REALLY didn't know about this," James tried to excuse himself, now turning his head to look at Jason. 
"Kirk told me that the stuff isn't of worth, | swear! And may | remind you of these masses of fucking 
snobbish British socks, what you have bought in London .. It must have been twenty or thirty pairs of them 
or, maybe, fifty or sixty. You didn't declare them, too." 


"There was no need to declare them because | have made sure that they all were dirty and stinking as awful 
as possible. | used to wear three or four pairs of my new socks on top of each other whenever we have been 


on stage to soak them by sweat. Nobody ever would have thought that they are brand-new." 


"Hah, so you cheated, too. And you stuffed lots of your stinking socks inside MY suitcases. | also nearly wanted 
to drop dead as the customs guys have found them," James replied, sounding a little angry, now. "In addition, | 
gave these Greek guys two of the fake METALLICA signature guitars what | have bought in Hongkong ... Lars 
forced me to do so because he wants to sue the guys. And every customs officer got two or three 
autographs and a handful of METALLICA picks, not to mention that | have tipped them generously .. They 
NEVER would have arrested me. Or you, by the way, because you have stuffed your fucking socks into MY 


luggage." 


"Oh my God!" Jason gave another desperate groan "You are as stupid as a rock!" 


Lars and Kirk had listened curiously to Jason and James, clearly waiting for James getting killed by Jason. 


"You are mere amateurs," Lars mentioned after a while, when there wasn't any slaughtering on the backseats 
of his beloved Mercedes. "You really should have done like Kirk and | .. Kirk usually make all those customs 
officers believe in his AWFUL migraine, and that he would be near fainting, damaging one of his fucking 
expensive favorite signature guitars by falling down, while | use to talk them into a coma, to let them know 


about the risk that Kirk might die on the spot, right inside their customs clearing zone. We NEVER get 


controlled .. As | have said, you both are just amateurs." 


"Shut up, fucker!" Jason yelled at him. "You both are notorious liars! Everybody will think that METALLICA is 


just a bunch of queer liars." 


"Not in the least," Lars arrogantly gave back "Kirk and | are born actors. Pretty good born actors, by the 


way. 


He and Kirk couldn't stop grinning, now. 


Jason covered up his eyes by his right hand and shook his head in disbelief. He and James didn't speak a word 
until Lars‘ limousine had reached their property, then passed the large park and stopped in front of James' and 


Jason's villa. 


James and Jason quickly left the car, and Jason slammed shut the limousine's door. Kirk and Lars got out, too, 


but not so fast. 

None of the house's personnel was to be seen Usually they waited in front of the house to welcome them, and 
to bring in the luggage. And always there were the bunnies, too, hopping around happily because of their 
beloved masters’ arrival. 

The guys looked around, surprised. 


"Where is everybody?" Lars asked and shook his head. 


As nobody showed up, James and Jason started to get out their heavy luggage of the car. Kirk helped them 


with the small suitcases while Lars preferred to just hang around. 


Jason opened the large front door of the house and dragged two of the suitcases into the hall, closely followed 
by James. Kirk and Lars went inside, too. 


Then they all stopped dead. 


Everyone of their bunny-sitters was waiting in the hall, their heads hanging down The two gardeners looked 
awful, too, and the house-lady was crying, wiping off her tears every now and then. 


James and Jason got pale. Kirk gasped for air. 
"What ..?" Jason started to ask but got interrupted immediately by the weeping house-lady. 


"Oh, sirs, we are so sorry .. but your .. your cute little bunnies got kidnapped!" 


